THE MANUFACTURERS

china-works. Amongst these ladies there was one who claimed
particular attention, Miss Maude Germaine} an elderly young
lady, who, being descended from a high family, thought her-
self entitled to be proud. She was yet more vain than proud,
and found her vanity in some degree gratified by the officious
attention of her new acquaintance, though she affected to
ridicule him to her companions, when she could do so un-
observed. She asked them, in a whisper, how they liked her
new cicerone ; and whether he did not show the lions very
prettily, considering who and what he was.

It has been well observed * that people are never ridiculous
by what they are, but by what they pretend to be.31 These
ladies, with the best dispositions imaginable for sarcasm, could
find nothing to laugh at in Mr. William Darford's plain un-
assuming manners; as he did not pretend to be a fine gentle-
man, there was no absurd contrast between his circumstances
and his conversation ; while almost every word, look, or motion
of his cousin was an object of ridicule, because it was affected.
His being utterly unconscious of his foibles, and perfectly
secure in the belief of his own gentility, increased the amuse-
ment of the company. Miss Maude Germaine undertook to
play him off, but she took sufficient care to prevent his sus-
pecting her design. As they were examining the beautiful
china, she continually appealed to Mr. Charles Darford, as a
man of taste ; and he, with awkward gallantry, and still more
awkward modesty, always began his answers by protesting he
was sure Miss Maude Germaine was infinitely better qualified
to decide in such matters than he was : he had not the smallest
pretensions to taste; but that, in his humble opinion, the
articles she pitched upon were evidently the most superior in
elegance, and certainly of the newest fashion. ( Fashion, you
know, ladies, is all in all in these things, as in everything else.3

Miss Germaine, with a degree of address which afforded
much amusement to herself and her companions, led him to
extol or reprobate whatever she pleased; and she made him
pronounce an absurd eulogium on the ugliest thing in the room,
by observing it was vastly like what her friend, Lady Mary
Crawley, had just bought for her chimney-piece.

Not content with showing she could make our man of taste
decide as she thought proper, she was determined to prove that
1 Rochefoucault.
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